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WANTED, AN OPTIMIST.

Mayor McClellan lets it be known
that he will appoint a lawyer to the
Rapid  Transit Commissionership
left vacant by Mr, Claflin's resigna-
tion.

The Board has need of a lawyer—
the Belmont contract made that
clear. But it has greater need of an
optimist. It badly wants a member
accustomed to look on the bright
side of things and not obsessed by
the fear that underground traction
must go to the dogs—unless it goes |
to the merger. |

The conditions by no means justify the Board's gloomy forebodings. |
There is admittedly, to begin with, an available borrowing capacity |
of $50,000,000. This is ample for the construction of the Third avenue |
road. In addition, the next assessment will show taxable values enor- |
mously increased and the debt limit correspondingly extended. It is not |
too much to say that within a half mile radius of the Waldorf there has|
in a year been an increment of property values sufficient of itself to fur- |
nish the funds for a subway. l
+In the matter of a lessee, is capital taking the twenty-year-lease |
bugaboo seriously?  There are 2,000,000 new citizens to come within |
that period, and a twenty-year renewal to follow. And there is the
demonstrated fact that the Interborough is carrying passengers for one
and four-fifths cents apiece and showing an earning power equivalent
to five per cent. on the investment on tha basis of a three-cent fare!
What is there in that to affright capital? The doubts entertained
are equally baseless with those expressed over the future of the original |
subway. They are less creditable because of the object lesson in theirl
foolishness that the first week of operation gave. |
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Critics of the Steel Trust's opposition to the plan of taking off the tariff on
steel for the benefit of San Francisco fail to note the dangers lurking in this
precedent. The camel's head would then be under ths tent. lllogical persons |
would next be asking that what was done out of charity to one part of the na-
tion should be done for all.

THE SUNDAY WORLD'S FICTION FEATURE.

With the first chapters of Robert Barr's “A Rock in the Baltic" the Su”‘h-"l
World to-morrow hegins its series of “twelys new novels by twelve famous|
authors” This will be the most notable fiction offaring in the history of Sunday |
Journalism. These novels are In no senss reprints. They represent the ncwesti
and freshest work of the foremost contemporary writers, secured for publica-
tion first of all in the Sunday World special magazina previous to their appear-
ance in book ‘form. On the list are the-names of Amelia Barr, Mrs, Burton Har-
rison, Mrs. Craigie, Mrs. Atherton, Eden Philpotts, Anna Katharine Green, lan
MacLaren and Max Pemberton. They will comprise 2 five-cent library of high- |
class fiction which in quality and variety and in distinction of authorship hnsl‘
never been surpassed in nawspaper enterprize, In receiving their first publication |
in a newspaper they reach the public through an unusval agency, !
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spread good literature.”
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1eh e e THIE TIDITT - .
Author of “THE TRUTH est French in your head?”

M.

f-:r!:-m:r. tapping his box, very brokenly, vnryI
laboriously stamnie red forth something about i \\'-i

|

i els for the ladios,
# “Get in with you, then.”
¥ We were not slow to obey.
The courtyard was deserted, nor did we sae any |
!;_ one in the windows of the house, against which |
i the afternoon sun struck hotly. To Keep out his|
it uhwelcome the house door was pushed almest
| shut. We n i o moment on the step to listen
( ssiping laeckeys within, and then !
wked
- =il , |
(Copyright, 10W-IWIL, by The Century Co. All Rights Re. leg in the hall, as if half a
A i re iging into thelr doublets and |
! 3 ) g T T elr places Then my good friend!
} CHAPTER XX) . Pi I the door. In the row of underlings
A Double Masquerade. at ¢ I recognized the two who had taken |
éé ELIX, we arve speaking in our own tongue, Pirt in n ] ,'“:“ cold sweat broke out
F It 15 such lupses as those : men to upon me iest they in their tnrn should know me. |
the gallows, Itallan from this word, my M. Etienne looked from one to another with the|
!3- girl.” childii smile of his bare lips, demanding it any
i “Monsienr, 1 have no notion how to hear my- here iamn }
g gelf, what to say,” 1 a ered uncasily J3 Plerre himself, “Now, what may
y “Say tle a8 yon can. For, 1 confess, yonr ¥0OW - |
t vojce and your hands give me puuse; otherwise 1 } told,” M. Etienne cried volubly,!
would take you anyw ¢ v 1 wiv part @8 ted to find himselt understood. 1
must be the shy maiden. My faith, vo I the Am o a jeweller from Florence; I am eelling my
rold; your cheeks are poppi BT fallow wres in your great hous I have but just sold
docile at my heels while [ tell Hes for two. | necklice o the Duchesse de Joyense; I cruve
the hope 1! i , box 1 . bermission to show my tripkets to the falr ladles|
Bl mate L van Hut take me up to them and they'll nfu|
“Mousicur, could we uot g welled nt nich ks you repent {t.*
“1 have thoueht of t) Bt 2t niehit g AR Lo tell madame,” Pierra bade ona of his men,
Yold gather 1 1] W ) 1 it ana turnl “ain to us gave us kKindly permission!
let of a hundre oo iur toun W 4 .Il' ir burden and walt, ;
it we have | W vin 1 i g 3 &, e goud luck the heavy banglingy
own chanibot - y ntly 1 1§ wver tl unny windows, making a
walked along ream ! in the 1« I sidled over to a bench
b CWell)! S emaint ing : { ! ] Hng almost safe when |
the necds of the 1 |/ KIIO GUr nivdines : : n! #d atrentl n to me, t
and station. I um Glovanni Rossinf, son of tho : o X for a mald to help
fanious goldsmith of Florence; you, Ghulletta, my P L 55es do porters' work, you
\ sister, We come to Parls in the | train, | © " ;
B trade being dull at home, the gentry having tled ’ SESAALRAL here” M. Etlenne ex-
, to the Lills for the hot maonth., Of 1 Slnattalinti b how am I to tell an
never set foot out of France, Fo—Glulieriy? EUalE ith all my
i “Never ont of St. Quentin till I came hithor, Bt i b s 2
f Father Frincesco has talked to me much of ) : 2y - . Cpidlae il
city of Florence,” } l . e
S . - < s . . no ora we lodee knows
(Good; you can then make shift to anewer a1 1t n, a ) 80 v angel, Sir Master
question or two {f put to it. Your Italinn, [!the Housohold,™ T e
swear, 18 of excellent quality. You speak French Now, Plerre was no more maitre d'hote] than 1
Hke the Picard you are, but Italian ke a eentle- , hut that did not d 1ipen his ;»’11‘.15‘;.‘.u Ih. Le
s man—that s 1o say, ke a lady,’ called so. I t down on the bench by M. E:
“Monsieur.,” 1 beruoaned miserably, “I shall never €thlie,
come through it alive, never {n the worl I'hey How came you two to Le in Par b )
will know me in the fllek of an eve for oy; 11 My lord proceeded to tell him [ ) not
know they will. Why, the folk we are n Wha “ an myvincing farrago L ever X=
see soniething wrong; they are all staring ot m ¢, [ made no doubt, {eeent and gesture
‘ “@I course they stare,” he aiswi ’ could i iten; T ha e of my own Ly
i I shoold think some wrong if they (i) t L1 M lickeys had come up close round
your modesty never understand, my Gl ta, whit B re intercsted in me than in brother,
@ pretty lass you are?” {0l he sama Jean who had held mqe 1y baat-
He fell to luughing at my discomfort ‘1'  had wanted my coat stripn I me that

he full of gay confidence, I full of misgiving,
came before the doors of the Hotel de Lor

“Courage.” he whispered to me. “Couracse wil
conguer the devil himself, Put a gdod face on it
and take the plunge” 'The next moment he wis
in the archway, delnging the sentry with his 1
Ttalian,

“Nom d'un chlen! What's all this? What are
you ufter? the man shonted at us to make us un
derstand the better. “'Haven't you a word of hon-
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ulght be whaeked to bleed, now
I'll warrant
madaemoiselle
you drink
d kem

ent of

my ey«

encounter,

ey

o in mortal
I~.'x--~ men in the face; but now,
i I ralsed my

glanes

faltered that'l did not underst

Ha nnderstoond the sense if not the words o
aunswer, and repeated his offer slowly,

sidd
you'ra hot and tired and thirsty.
for all you look as fresh as cress
£ aeup of wine if I fetch {t?

dread

and.

: to 1~ml;,‘|u|mnwr. at home, and tried tp rocollect every airl
' gaining courage,! and grace I had ever seen her flaunt before us|
and smiled at him bashfully | Inds.

5 on the ground from the first

e

tove to look as blank #s the wall, and shook my

of head gentiy and helplessly and turned an Inquir-

iNg guze
interprat,
shoulder with a roar of laughter.

to the others, as {f begerching them 1o

A fall, a fall!” he shouted. “Here's the all-
tonquering Jean Marchand tripped up for ot
He thinks nothing that wears petticont an with-
stand him, but h s 0 mald that hasn't 3 1
to throw at him."

“Pshaw! ahe doesu't understand e, Jean
turned, undaunted, and promptly poluted o finge
ar my mouth and then ralsed his fist to g 1,
with sucks and gulps, 1 allowed mysel? to com
prebend then, 1 smiled fn as coquettish a fashion
a8 1 conld contrive and glanced on the ground, und

slowly loaked up again and noddeq,
The then hurst into loud ar plause,
"Good old Jean! Jean wins
Vive Jeun!"
Jean, flushed with triamph, ran of
rand, while 1 thought of M th ird’'s

argot, siow

It was not bad fun, this,

{ under my apron and spoke not at al', but sighed

f my|and smiled and blushed under their stares like any
loudly, I|fine lady. Once in one's life, for one hour, it

“Mind your manners, si

“l ery your pardon, sir
turning to Pierre, “This

pavdon.
should think to touch my
harm.'

“Nor he,” P
do you expect
If you will take he

batrd of St. Peter | swear
with it

Now this,
had made since our

lownnr.

| your [talian temper. I'm
| little toy of vours till you
| “Very
| joined Indifferently, “so 1
{when I go." He grasped
and we followed our guide

dals; the

| table

opposite were

grand,

and jewels.

Evening, May 5,
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| the hearse.

| that welghad eleven pounds, and when you held it in your lap your legs

Mensieur's ardor vanlshed; a gentle, appéaling
smile epread over his face,
) he sald to Jean; then

stand me. But tell him, I bheg you, I erave his good
I was but angered for a moment that any

jerre retorted.
with a

I drew it in jest,
which wasg the
arri

Pierre did not quite helieve,
{ from Jean, but he hesitated to hand it over to {ts

“No," Le said, “vou were angry enough.

well, Sir Majordomo,”

| offering mae the comforting assurance:
| “It really matters not in the least, for if we he
caught the dagger's not yet forged can save us."
We were usherad Into a large, falr chamber hing.
with arras, the carpet under our feet deep and soft |
as moss, At one gide stood the bed, ralsed on itg

between them, dbvered with scent bottles!
’un-l Loxes, brushes and combs, very glittering and

Fluttering about the rcom were some half
dozen fine dames and demoiseiles, brave in silks
Among them I was quick to recogniza|
Mine da Mayonne, and I thought [ knew yvagucly!

1906.

By Irvin S, Cobb.

E—meaning by “we” all who have been here long enough to vote
W the Tammany ticket, which s sixty days ordinarily, ninety in
extreme cases—are migMy fond of thinking that the only de=
sirable thing you conld get back home was a ticket to New York. You
don't become a real Manhattanese until you acquire the happy knack of
slandering the town where you came from. The red brick court-house
with the fluted pillars and the tree ont front, where they lynched the Yan-
dall boys, never begins to seem inslgnificant until you get used to the
Flatiron Building.

It §s customary to throw a shudder of horror when reminded of the
parlor at the old place. Well, Sanford and Merton, it was protty flerce,
wasn't {t? Do you remember the marble tabla with the dropsy o! the
legs and the chilled morgue slab for a top? And the horsehalr sofa from
the Glaclal period? And the walls, slick and white and ghiny like the ine
slde of an egg, relieved by a cheerful funeral wreath of wax flowers in a
glass case and a crayon portralt of Uncle Henry enlarged from a photo-
graph showing Uncle Henry In the act of wearing his annual collar? The
portrait didn't do Uncle Henry justice, but the frame did. It cost Rt
and the agent threw in the portrait in consideration of our taking the frame.
Dear Uncle Henry! BEvery well-regulated family had him. His fdea of
a good time was to sit up with somebody who was dead and argue Infant
Damnation in the affirmative.

The companion piece to Uncle Henry was Aunt Melissa, whose new
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siore teeth used (o slip outside when she got excited and try to bite hee.
She rode in a second carriage at every funeral that took place in Wingo
township for forty years except once. That once was the time she rode in
Her or lignum vitae features were eme-
balmed in the family photograph album, that dear old velvetr tome with
latches on it like a smoke-house door and plctures of long-faced second
cousins with their front hair frizzed low on the brow like trotting horses
or princesses of a royal family of Europe. The other half of the parl :
literature was a chaste volume entitled “Treasures of the Prose World,”

-

severely plain Dorlc

went to sleep and the clreulation suspended below the knees.

But we forget what was behind the scenes—the hot biscuit, and eleven
kinds of preserves for supper, and the bedroom big enough to hold &
county conventlon in, and real milk from a real cow, and spring chickens
that were not Shanghil welter welghts trained down to the bantam class,

We may think we've got that kind of living skinned to a core here on
Lobster Island, but have we—even in the hauzhtiest and the most
exclusive of our apartment houses? To be sure there is the brocaded en-
trance clutterad with coons in uniform and onyx pillars, and a feroclous
untamed elevator in a gilded cage But what of your little suite of
pigeon holes on the ninsteenth flocr—what of the library which so closely

resd lock box that you feel like second-class mail matter all the
time you're in {t? What of the kitchen where there isn't room for the

cook and a pot roast at tha same time, and the bathroom that is crowded
bathtub and one towel?

THE FUNNY PART:

1o suffocaticn by the

rraf!™ Jean cried. mademolselle's chamber.

I knew sha lodg ot
this story, near the back of the housa, :nd;e;!oom
OV r_I-m\nm the little street and having a turret
window. But I was somewhat doubtful of my sklii}
to find it through tha winding corridors ofa areat
palace, 1 was more than likely to mect some one
who would question my purpose, and what answep
conld I make? I scarce dared say [ was seeking
mademolselle, I am not ready at explanations
ke M, le Comte, 3
| Yet here were the golden moments flving andq
Our cause no further advanced. Shou!d [ leava it

messer does not under-

littla sister. [ meant no

“A kiss, forsooth!
handsome Jlass lko
r about''——-

lame save the weller fellow _!u to come all (o M. Etienne, trusting that when he had made *

up.”* our messenger announcad, returning, his sales liere he would be permitted to ;m.rk ‘t;(lt
My lord besought Plerre the other ladies of the house? Or shonld I strive
"My Knife? I may have my knife? By the o ald him? Could I win in s.'m.'ly 10 mademols

to you 1 meant no harm

sello’s chamber what a feat! \

It 80 Irked me to be doing nothing that I was on
the very point of ginzerly disappraring when one
of the ladles, she with the yellow curls, the prate
tiest of them all, turned suddenly from the group,
calling clearly: '

“Lorance!*

. U:‘n' I.!':lrl:;'stnmnl still—mine did, and I can vouch
ior hils—as the heavy window curtain swayved aside
and she came forth, :

She came Istlessly.

sole true statement he
wis the only one
He took the knife

I know
thinking I'll keep this
come down,”

M. Etlenne re-
e it you glve it to me
the handle of the box,
up the stair, my master

Her halr sweeplng againsg
her cheek was ebony on £now, so white ¢he wass
while undex her blue eyes were dark rings like th;
smears of an inky flnger. M. Etienne let fall tha
bracelet he was holding, staring at her, oblivious
of auglht else, his brows knotted In distress, his
face afira with love and sympathy., He made a *
Step forward; I thought him about to cateh her in
Lis arms, when he recollected himself and dropped
on his knees to grope for the fallen trinket,

“Youn wanted me, madame?” she asked Mme, de
Mayenna,

“No,” sald the duchess with a tartness of voice
she seemed to reserve for Mlle. de Montlue; * 'twas
Mme, de Montpensler,"”

“It was I," the fafr-haired beauty answered in -

windows, the dressing -

the same breath,

One of the fellows elapped Jean on the tanka

=l do

I hid my hands|

one or two other faces as those | had seen hefore
fabout her., 1 started presently to dlscover the
{little Mlle, de Tavanne: that night she had worn
¢ky color and now she wore rose, but there was
no mistaking her saucy face,

We set our box on a table, as the duchess bade

Hen

gh, say
Jean came again directly with a great silver

18 hig nos

sundy, pardieu!” eried one of his mates,
0 into the pot as it passed him,
Clel, yon must think your lass has a

us, and I helped M. Etlenne to lay out {ts con-
tents, which done I retired to the background, well
content to leave the brunt of the business to him,
It was as he prophesied: they paid me no heed!
whatever, He was smoothly launched on the th’lnli
relating of his tale; I trow by this time he almost |
belleved it himself, Certes he never faltered, Ymt|
rattled on ge if he had two tongues, telllng In con-
fidential tone of our father and mother, our little

]
i Oh, I ahall drink with her,” Jean answered. Ihrothers und sisters at honie in Florence; our jour- |
ot out my hand for the tankard. running the| ey with the legate, his kindness and care of us

big

L af iy

sudden

Though (n this

il not dr
he leaned o

P

Ink wit

1

1
ged him, more tright
half ligh

homi of that deaught, when

(I lioped that dignitary would not walk in jnst
inow to pay his respects to madame In generale), |
ver to snatch a liss. 10 0f our arrival In Paris and our wonder and delight
ned than the shyvest maid, | at the city’s arandeur, the like of which was not
[ might perfectly Jook| 1o be found in Italy, and last, but not least, he,

ving me, resolved that

vogirl 1 ocould not believe T should kiss like one. [ had much to gay with an innocent, wide-eyed grav-|

In a paute T fled from Jean to my master's side, :
iiticnne, wheeling ubout, came near to langh«{ 80 witty, 40 generous!

o,

"Who insolts my sister?
dog does this?"

the

ity, in pralse of the ladies of Paris, so b«mllrul,!
They were all crowding

trinkets, trying the effect of a buckle or a hrace-
“Whao 18 let, preening and coolng lke bright-breasted pig-
cons about the corn-thrower, It was as pretty a|

" he shouted,

Thoy were on him, wrenching the knife from| s!ght as ever I beleld, but it was not to smfle at

his hand,

chlll.

wrenching
time 8o painfully that he pasped

I knew {f they mishandled him they would
is brush the wix off. ;

his lnme arm at the same! such that we had risked our heads.

Of Mlle, de
1 was seared | Montlue there was no sign.

No one was marking me, and I wondered if I
might not &lin ont nnsean and mala my wav tn.

Sl c— "
“The Masquerader,” b Kath ;
Thurston, gsbm- of ";rho'ou’bh:a:v.vmegﬁ
\ IW - M&-x‘.v”.u:fu.ha_&

“I want you to stop moping
over thore In the corner. Come look at these lnu-
bles and see If they cannot bring a sparkle to your
eye. Fle, Lorance! The having too many lovers
Is nothing to ery about. It Is an affliction many
and many a lady would glve her ears to undergo.”

“Take heart o' grace. Lovance!" cried Mlle. de |

Tavanne, “If you go on looking as you look to-
day you'll not long be troubled by lovers."
She made no antwer to either, but gtood thera

passively till it mizht be their pleasure to have
done with her, with‘a patient weariness that i¢

vwrung the heart to see,
“Ilere’s a chain would become yvou vastly, Lo

rance," Mme, de Montpensier wemt on, friendlily

enough, in her brisk and careless voice. “Leot me
try it on your neck., You can easily coax Paul op
fome one to buy it for you."

She fumbled over the clasp. M. Etienne, wiih
a “Permit me, midame,"” took it boldly from her

hand and hooked it himself about mademolselle's

neck. He delayed longer than he need over the
fastening of it, looking with burning Intentness
straight Into her face, She lifted her eyes to his
with & qulck frown of displeasure, drawing her-

[and played 1t with a zeal that was like to undo us. | his compliments, handling and exclaiming over hig| her face like the dawn flush over a gray sky. She
on his er«| He sprang to his feet, deawing his dagger, |

blushed to her very halr, to her very ruff. Then

the red vanished as quickly as it had come; she

clutched at her bosom, on the verge of a gwoon,
(To Be Continued.)

Well played, Jean! | ing out In my face, when he remembered hie mrt. around him, ealling him pretty boy, laughing ntl self back; then all at onoce the color waved across

-




